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A LITTLE BISMUTH.

A Story of Artist Life in Munich.

BY ROBERT C. V. MEYERS,

Avrmonfor “Pare's Bacxsoxm”™ “JoEx Mas-
SHALL'S Srasex,” ET0,

An artist's procession in Muanich bas caused a
suspeosion of business for the day. Toward
dosk an elderly appearing woman, black-eloaked
snd veiled, enters a drug shop in a street a little
removed from the business portioh of the town.

The clerks of the establishment are among
the thousands viewing tbe pagsant, then passiog
a fow streets sway. When the hesls of the wom-
sn's boots rattle upon the marble fluoring the
propristor of the shop comes forward from the
back of the long room, where he has been brood-
ing under the single gas jet lighted in the place.
He ls a youag man, white of face and wild of
eye, looking as though be were undergoing a
severs mental strain.

. “Wbhat is your wish!” bhe asks io a voice that
bhas sa English riog in it.

The woman was fumbling at her pocket as
though in search of her purse.

“] shouild like s small quantity of bismuth,”
she answered, when he had addressed her s see-
ond time.

The druggist picked up a horn spatula, went
to the back of the shop, returned with the
spstula fllled with a white powder, put some of
it in the silver scale upon the polished counter,
wrapped it in a bit of fine paper and handed it
to his customer.

She did not immedistely take it from his
band, which caused him to look at her and
note her apparel; thus se was able to deseribe
her appearance to the police a little later on.
He also noted that the eyes back of the veil
ware fixed upon him. This, in his then frame
of mind, irritated him.

“Hore is your bismuth”™ he said almost

harshly.

- Then she caught up the little package, tossed
down a piece of money snd walked rapidly to
the door. The kneb in her hand, she paunsed.

“Is there anything else’™ he ssked.

Ske opened the door and was gonea. A band
in the procession was plsying the liveliest of
tunes, wisps of the melody eantering the shon.

The druggist groaned, and picking up the
went to put in the drawer from which
he bad taken it the powder left over from the
usntity he had weighed out for the woman.
yhen he came to the place he started back
with an exclamation. Ee had neg-
Jected the sbop for several daye. and
during his sbsence a clerk had taken the bis-
muth from the drwer where it had always been
kept sud substituted for it a mewly discoversd
drug, one of the deadliest and most subtle
isons in the pharmacopweia He had proper-
r;n-rkod the drawer with the name of the
puisen, but the druggist had automatically gone
to the usual receptacle of the bismuth and had
not notiee] the change. He had given the un-
koown woman eucough of the poison to kill
ber.

He flaw to the door. The womsn was no-
whiere to Be seen. He ranto the corner and
“ooked up sud down in the gathering gloom, but
po one was in sight He retraced his suPc to
the shop and found on the threshoid the label
marked “Bismuth,” which he had placed upon
the woman's purebase, and which she must have
torn 5t as she agitatedly putthe package in her
pocked. This label bore his name; bis first sen-
sation was almost of relief—the mistake might
pot now be traced to him if the poor creature
swallowed the drug he had given her.

Where was the happiness of lifel—here was
an elderly, bowed woman whose monroing
weeds bespoke sadness and loss; mighs be not
bave placed within her reach relief from care
snd memory! Then he revolted from this mor-
bid reasoning, and the enormity of his responsi-
bility flashed across him. He went to the par-
Jor back of the shop. Here he found bis mother
reading—e stern, cold woman, in whose eyes
was a power of will unpossessed by her son.

“Let rie tell you what I have done,” he sald
in English.

She slowly elosed her book

““What do you mean’™ she ssked leisurely. as
though she expected some extravagant story of
an sscapade. He told her what bad oceurred
Her brow eontracted.

“Hlame your own weak self,” she said.

“No, ID you,” he retorted.

“How mel” she demanded, rising to her feet,
“Expain yoursell.”

“Have you not made meas I am? he said,
“anfit for iness, unfit for anything whatso-
ever?”

“| have not,” she answered, "but the acting-
woman has.”

With a stride he was beside her, his band upon

bher arm. _

“Do not touch me,” she said, shaking him off,
“and listen to me.” F

“Welll”

“You have not, for days, allowed me tospeak.
I shall speak now."”

“Welll"

His insolence of manner cast 2 glow on her
face and made her harsher tban she means to
be.

“I say that you sbould blame Lilli, the act-
ress, if sught of harm comes from your repre-
hensible carelessness,” she said; I bave twold
you that she maddened you—you knew that no

could ecome of your intimacy with ber.”

“I know that I love her "

“A woman barely knowing her pame; a
woman acting upon the stage. Yon are of ir-
reproachable descent; your dead father was a

tieman, your mother ia & lady. Could I

moh an alliance which should briog into ounr

family a player whose face has turned tne heads

of half the youth in Munichi Let her marry

one of her own fraternity, one who wviews her
trade from the m: t stand-point. A marriage with
you was simply impossible. From the first I
told you bow it would be. Did yoa take warn-
ing?  You but allowed yoursalf o be all the
more earried away by your infatuation, and
were on the point of declaring yourself to Ler
when | came to the rescue.”

“And how did you come to the rescus!” he
asked *“Tell me that.”

“By apoealing to the woman hersell,” sho an-
swered, “as you know.”

“Yes, by going to the back-door of a theater,
ssking for an aciress and laying before her your
puritanical ideas, to such a degree showing her
your distaste for her that she needs must see in
me the weakest of men becauss of your pre-
sumption, and so she gives me up. And thisis
the woman you say is not fit to enter our poor
family that sends its sons to foreign countries
trying to eke cut an existence on & beggarly in-
ecome, which at home would not keep us sccord-
ing to tradition and in the ‘set’ we call our own.
In goiog to Lilli as you &id you chowed
that she was equal to the highest womanhoed; a
woman less than a lady would vever have re-
sented your visit as she has done--would never
have given up the man who loves her.”

She was putting on her bonnet.

“You are scarcely accountable for whas you
are saying.” she said. “I did that for you for
which you will yet thank me, Lilli ——

““Is as true & woman as you ara.”

Sbhe raised her chin. ““As though I should
bave gone to her had she not been,” she said;

, “as though a Clark wouid harbor a feeling of
* admiration fora woman who is not as irre-
proachable in @ respect as the ladies of his
own family. She is a good woman. but so are
there many good women of unfortunate parent
sge and with miserable ways of sarcine a liv-
" iog. A dvallet-dancer, a waitress in & cafe may
all that the Fraulein Lilli bas ascribed
to her; but would Yon marry the danseuse or
the waitress! It isall over, and happily over;
to-morrow night is her last in Munich. In Ber-
* Yin she will renew her early trinmphs, while you
will bave grown calm enough to recognize the
force of my reasoning—especially whea the
!rnlcl:um atitle”™ She .J not meant
S~
t in that!” he cried quiekly.
" *Your viclence has prevented me telling you
" all. Your love, as you persist in terming your
' jnsane infatustion, bas made me somewhat fear-
ful of the copseguences wera I to tell you all
that the fraulein told me; but your mistake in
the selling of poison proves that nothing you
-jﬁt know could make you mors reckless.
Lilli informed me, wheo I last saw ber, two days

" ago, that she had been ssked in marriage by the |

Baroa Voirath.”
“And Ber answer to him!”
“She had pot given him an ansawer yet.”
“Then she shall rot,” he eried “1 will force
ber 1o see what my love is worth to her.”
W.:“::l" 'wr‘ld. ringingi
g { mo sa ngiy.
off her bonuet and reseated hersolf.
looked at ber.
- *“Yon bave something else to do before that,”
abe said with an effort. “'I was sbout to try to
in its performance; now | remain
You bavé yet to rectify the mistake you
shop. Negleet for a minute
you ta do in this matter,
o Lilli will listem to the
ruined wan in Mu-

book.
ber sca realized to the fuliest | unfortusate victim. The day weat ea ¢o noon,
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his own weakness and ber strength., She bad

always governed him with her love for him un-

;il she nad dumrod in him the will to oppose
or.

And now the strongest feeling of his life
swayed him—his love for Lilli. He knew the
actress other than his mother knew her; he
knew her delicate sensitiveness which eontact
with the world had not blunted. It was this
delicate sensitiveness which gained for her the
chivalrio respect of gentlemen, which often made
her impersonations on the stage too refined for
the general taste.

His mother’s last blow was the hardest—Lilli
would blame him for an instant's delay in the
sdjustment of the terrible mistake be had made;
she would blame berself for it! No, he must
not go to her until be had done what he eounld
to find she woman he had waited on in the

shop.

With a look of dreary reproach for his mother
he left the parior. When she heard him go out
into the street, Mrs. Clark went into the shop.
Upon the counter she found the label, ‘‘Bis-
muth,” whieh her son had picked from the floor
where the woman bad stood. Her hand closed
over it; If through his infatuation for the act-
ress, who plainly played with him gs she played
with so many others, he should endeavor to
eover up his mistake and, perhaps, win Lilli
through the romaatic notion that his feeling for
bher bad made him irresponsible for his acts,
she, his mother, would publicly denounce him,
Better bave him accused of a great piece of care-
lessness, to undergo punishment, even,
than to be the husband of a woman so far be-
neath him and repugnant te a mother, the
women of whose family had ever béen among
the choicest ladies of the land. It might be
desmed frilghlfll negligence on his part should
death result from his mistake, but no jury in
the world counld find him guilty of positive
erime. Better incarceration for a while, than a
union with & womsan whose face was known to
every one who could pay to sees it, and who had
sprung from the dregs of society. There would
be no sentiment between the two when one of
them was behind a prison-grating acd the other
was called to the allurements of praise and
nightly acelamation.

Whatsver passed through her mind, she se-
knowledged that she was uncertain regarding
Lilii's feeling for her son, while she realized thas
ber child had that 1o him now which mother-love
conld never hope to conquer. She set her testh
close together, hating the womaa who had come
between her and ber boy, who was doubtless
evea now running to throw himself at her feet.

But Clark bad not gone to Lilli; the force of
what his mother had said struck him, accuse her,
as he mizht as being the cause of all the sorrow.

He hastened to the station. Here he notified
the police as 10 what had occurred. There came
to him an awakeniog from the low, morbid eon-
dition into which he had been plunged these last
fow days. & horror of the outcome of it. All
that night there were vain sttempts to discover
the elderly woman in a black ecloak and weil
who had asked for a small quantity of bismath,
Every minute Clark became more aanxious. The
finding of the woman seemed to be the pivot
upon whieh hung his futare happiness or un-
happitess—it seeme! almost as though Lilli
said, “'Fiod ber, and I am yours; find her nog,
and take my blame” Criers were sent out who
ran about streets proclaiming the ineident

All night long Clark did what he ecould to
rectify his mistake. At daybreak, haggard and
worn, he left the station and went home.

His moiher met him. She had heard of all
that bhe had done. With a shook she realized
that bis task was undertaken for love of the
actress—it had not been mere infatuation with
bim. She knew that she herself was placed
aside for ever, that hencaforth he was removed
from hercontrol., And she had loved him as
the only thing left her to love; she bad come
from her native land for his sake alone;
she had done all that she had done for his sake.
1f she had only thought that more than infatua-
tion for the actress had been the source of hia
sdmiration! But, no, she could not bring her-
seif to say that her son's wife should be ss Liili
was—and Lilli bad spoken coldly to her, had
smiled with an ennuled air and mentioned the
Baron Volrath! Ob, her poor boy!

When he eame ia she dared not sympathize
with him, she dared not say a word to bim.
she could only question him with stricken ayes.

“] am doing what I ean,” he said to her, and

on up to bis own chamber where ha
ocked himself in, and where she feared w go
to him.

That day red placards were placed on the bill-
boards. “Extrss” were thrown abous the eity,
with sensatiooal headings—"A Lifse Endan-
gered.” A Case of Poisoniong,” ““Wanted. all
Women Who Bought Bismuth Last Eveuniug,”
and the like—until the whole city was exeited and
everybody was huntiog for theelderly woman in a
black cloak who had purchased a small quantity
of bismuth. The station was crowded with
people who wished to have their medieines ex-
smined; women became hysterical and deelared
themseives poisoned, and were dissatisfied when
it was proven that they were mistaken It
would bave taken a barrel of bismuth to have
given oven the smallest guantity teo each of
those who claimed that he or she might be the
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evening eame, and the elderly woman in the
black cloak remained undiscovered.

The Fraulein Lilli naturally heard of the
commotion. Her maid spoke much of it when
she carried the chocolate to her bedside in the
moroing.

Greta thought that her mistress looked poorly
these two or theee days, and that heracting lass
night showed a percentible falling off So with
the chocolate she carried fresh news of the
strange excitement in the city and hoped that it
might provoke a smile. Instead, the fraulein
asked her to be silent and to read the items io
the morning paper.

Greta ret the tray and the choeolate-jug on
the stand in reach of her mistress and picked up
the paper. She bhad little more than unfolded
the sheet when she uttered an exclamation.

*“Fraulein,” she eried, “‘what do you think!
The mistake took place in the shop of your
American friend, Herr Clark.”

Lilli gazed blankly at her. Greta went on
and read thepaper’s account of the affair 1 all
ite minutie.

The Fraulein Lilli arose and slipped on a
peignor of rosy silk. She crossed the room to a
box on the tabla at the furtherend; she raised
the lid of the box only to let it fall

“Where is the letter I wrote to the Baron
Volrath?” she askea.

“] postad it while you wereat the theater last
night, when I came home after taking you
there,” answerad Greta. *‘Did you not tell me,
Fraulein, always to post the letters I foundin
that box1”

The actress turned her back to the maid. Her
aoceptance of the baron, then, had gone to bim,
and sha bad meant to recall it.

Why!

The story which convulsed the town told her
more than it told the town, and she owned to
herself that she loved but one man, and that
man was not the one whom she had accepted
as her husband, but he who had made a deadly
mistake through thoueht of her. If that ietter
she had piaced in the box was posted there was
another to be posted at once, she fumbled at the
pocket of her peignor.

**Greta,” she sald, “‘the letter that was herel”

“I found it when I hung up the dress last
evening,” answersd Greta. ‘It was stamped, so
I posted it slong with the other.” Lilli laughed.
The second letter had been to Clark; in it she
told him she had accepted the Baron Volrath.
Well, it was right that it should go after the
other letter; and yet she would have given the
world to have bhad them both ic her hand at this
momect.

“Greta,” she said, ““why do you sit thers read-
ing nonsense! Do you not know that we leave
Munich after the performance to-night!”

Greta threw down the paper.

“But, Fraulien," she cried, I thought we
should wait until to-morrow when the Baron
Volrath would eome to Munich and go on to
Berlin with us.”

“We leave Munich to-night.”

*‘Yeot they say that the Baron will not be here
till to- morrow.”

“We leave to-night.”

Greta could not understand her mistress that
day; she was tyrannieal, nothing pleased her,
and yet ehe started at tha slightest noise, refused
to see any callers, and grew more unbearable
each moment. She was glad enongh when it
was time lo go to tha tneater. Even here her
mistress brought that day's mood with her;
nothing was right, her sostume was complained
of, she was curt to the manager and delayed the
raising of the cugtain mueh beyond the usual
time. The house was packed from pit to dome
on the occasion of her farewell to Munich
Moreover it was an especially jolly house, for
the affair of the druggist had assumed ludierous
propertions, and people were accasing one
another of wishing to purchase a small quantity
of bismuth.

The gamins of the city were already asing the
uame of the drug as a catch-word. Many wise-
bea is declared that it was all a clever American
mode of advertising the drug-shop. In the the-
ater there were small jokes bandied from one to
snother, and all tonching upon the topie that
absorbed that day’s attention in the town.

Therefore, when the curtain arose and the
favorite actress came forward, she faced a good-
humored audience. Yes, they were merry and
bappy, even in saying farewell to her: a tragic
ineident made them cheerful as need be

Had they known of the tragedy in her own
breast, wou!d they have been as cheerful’

She en_cted the role of a merry maiden with
a puzzliog number of lovers from which to se-
lect & husband, coquetry 10 her smile and on her
lips; and all the time she was thinking that she
had made herself vile in the eyes of the man
she loved aud whom she had let see that
she loved Apd yet bhis mother bhad

ved to her that she was upothing to
im, bad begged that she would set him free
from her ‘“toils.” Her toila! She had told the
saxious mother that ber son was free, had prom-
ised that she would write to him and tell him of
her sogagement to the Baron. And she had done
#so; and by this time he must be thinking her the
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beauty as the green cloth rolled down at the end
of the performance.

When she was called befors the curtain, over
her gorgeous gown she had slipped on a long
black cloak. For she had tried to esg¢ape from
the theater without responding to the call,

As she smillagly bowed her acknowledgment
of the plaudits, a boy, referring to her cloak,
sepulchrally murmured, “Bismuth!” and the

ople roared. She hastened from the stace,

rushed past admirers who waited to give hera
Iast greeting, and reached her carriage with
Gretain it g

She was silent all the way home, She soucht
her room at ones, and bade Greta to leave her
alone. She sat befors her mirror and regarded
the reflection of her face therein. It wasa
beautiful face, a pure woman-face. And that
other woman had as much as said she was not
fit to be the wife of her son.

The man she loved did not care for her, and
she had promised another man to ba his wifa!
She had been used to depict griefand agony oa
the stage; now she called the suffering of art
trivial when she thought of thoseof nature. She
felt thoroughly alone, & hdmeless, friendless
creature whose will had raised her to where she
was, and whose love told her that she had toiled
in vain,
tions, its struggles, until thers had come into it
a great light aod warmth—her love for the
American. And the light and warmth had been
as false to her as any represented on the stage.
And she must be as worthless, as far beyond
the pale of worthy  society a3
that woman bad let her feel that
she was, when she could accept the
good and true Baron Volrath for her aaloved
husband. Pride, wounded tendernessa, had
urged her to make a vietim of a guiltless man.
What had her life done for her when ita.! endod
in this diamal failure?! She had befriended
many, the poor bl .sed her, she was a rising
artist, a woman witl ripening intelieot; and yet
at this hour she was the meanest, most hu-
miliated ersature she could imagine. Humil-
jated! She started and turned ghastly: she had
been selfish—thers was a farther humiliation
for her—she mus«i set at rest the troubled mind
of the man who loved har not. Yet why should
she?!-—-why shounid she not let him have his share
of snffering?

“Oh, God!" she thought, “but I love him.
Dare | tell him that I hungered for a sight of
him! that I passed by his place of business, in
last evening’s dusk, and eaw him in there! that,
ipsane as I am st this moment, I enterad the
shop just for a parting near look at him? that,
onee inside, I realized my position, and calling
my art into requitition I became an old womam
before him, and asked for a drug!? that it was to
me be gave tha poison which has caused him so
mueh suxiety?! 1 might tell him this to-night: T
shall b= away before he knows it; the glamour [
have thrown over him will have paled, and he
will know that | am nothing to him. But he
must not say I eaused s possible death.”

She fiercely rang the bell on her dressing-
table.

““‘(iretta,” she said, “the carringe!”

“It is waiting, Fraulein, to take usto the
station.”

“First I must write'a letter. You shall pest it
while I put on my hat.”

She sat down and wrote the note to Clark
which should relieve his mind of all anxiety
over his mistake of the evening befors, Bat
she did not tell him of the feeling which actu-
ated her in going into his shop, she conld pot
tell him that she loved the man who wasonly
infatuated with her as an artiste, the man whom
sha had in her “toils.”

She stamped the letter and gave it to her maid
to post.

The Franlein Lilli put on the gown she had
worn. last evening wheo she had gone ont in the
dusk. Slipping her hand in the pocket she came
uvon the small packase Clark had givem her
when she had asked for the bismuth. She went
over to the fire place, and unfoiding the paper
looked down on the little heap of white dust
preparatory to throwing it into the flame.

Al! the tender days when she had thought
that she was loved as she lovea—the days when
she deemed she had found a heart that had
throbbed responsive to hers, and looked into a
man's eyes secing more there than flattery and
misknowledge of the eravings of her hungry
soui. She was called a ecoguette; the
fiattery of the world forced her to assume the
charseter it assigned to her. But had she eco-
quetted with this man! No, ne, a thousand
times uo. Apnd yet his mother as much as told
her he regarded her only as the rest did. There
arose before lLer possibilities of a future with
bhim, of a future without bim, till she feit that
she grew wild.

How long she stood thus she did not know.
Suddenly she heard a man’s voice in the adioia-
ing drawing-room. Almeost with & shriex she
recognized it—the Baron Volrath's; he must
bave started 1o find her as soon as he had re-
ceived ber letter. And—what! Ancther voice
in the drawing-room—a second man's voice—the
vo;lpootsh;:::-holond!/ by Rer ot

or Clar been overwhelmed -
ter, telling him of lr:‘

She contemplated ber life, its priva- "]

tance of the baren;

for him. It had all been simulation, art, then,

He took the letter to his mother. “Forgive
me,” he said. *You will understand when ~on
have reaa this.”

She could say not a word; she counld only carry
the letter into the privacy of her own room and
have her agony beyond the sight of homanity.

Clark was well nigh erazed that day; he was
jeered at for the excitement he had raised in the
ecity, and people were doubtful if there had been
an elderly woman who wanted a small quantity
of bismath, and who, instead, received a deadly
poison. He got through the day, busy with the
authorities and the erowds arounnd his shop.
And all the day thers was but one absorbing
thought—Lilli. When night eame he thought
of her in the theater, her last appearance a tri-
umph. When it was about time for the per-
formance to beover he left the house. False as
she might be, he loved her—he must look upon
her just once more before she left him forever.
But the theater was dark when he_got there;
be conld not see her go to her cdrriage sur
rounded by the youth of Muuich.

Then a rage seized him; he would go to her
bouse, upbraid her for all her falsity to him.

He tore along to the straet in which was her
bijou residence. Greta was coming down the
steps.

““Herr Clark,” she eried, *‘I was about to post
this letter for you.”

A letter! e snatched it from the girl, tore
it open and read itin the light from the hall.

Lilli had not written why she had come to his
shop, but he was a lover, and he read bstween
the hnes—he read all that she had thought, and
had pot put down in her communication to
him. She loved him!

He rushed up the stairs to the drawing-

room.
m‘;Lilll. Lilli,” he eried rapturously, “Lill,

"

A eentleman confronted bhim. “You are
speaking of my betrothed wife, sir,” he said.
Clark with clenched fist looked at him.

“You lie!” he thundered. The Baron strode up
to him. At this moment the door of the dress-
ing-room opened and the actress, with a face
like marble, stood on the threshoid.

“Lili, my loved one,” said the Baron, and
went to her afid saluated her.

Fora moment Clark gazed stupidly at the
pair; and thean withont having said a word to
ber went from the room, from the house, reeling
like a drunken man.

“Come!"” said Lilli. ‘“We shall be late for the
train. Come'”

*But that man!” queried the baron.

“The American drugeist who has made
Munich langh to-day,” answered she. *“I have
frequently met him; he came, presumably, to
bid me adien.”

“Iam glad."jsoberly returned the Baron, *‘that
public life will soon be over for you.”

“Come,"she said.

In the train she shivered as though from eold.
Thobe baron wranped a rug around her.

Then she wasg drowsy.

“Lean thy head upou my shounlder,” he said.

She would have refused to do se, but he drew
her nretty head down to his arm.

‘““You have worked too hard.” he said leaning
tenderly over her. ‘‘But now you will soon be
at home and at rest.”

{_-\'e-,f she returned, and closed bher syes
-t ...“

He drew her closely to him and she did not
resist. He heid his arm around her. After
a while he thought her slesp was very neaceful
and looked smilingly down upon her upturned
face. Then he cried ont. He tried to wake her
and eould not. The powder she had taken in
ber dressing-room had given her a sleep from
which she wonld never awake in this worid.

—_— ——
Queer Scenes at Indianapolis.
Bpecial to New York Sun.

One of the most conspicuous fizures about the
streets, and a fair example of the extent to
which idiocy ruled the town was Brig.-Gen.
McGinnis, aged seventy-five, and a leading and
genarally digonified eitizen, who roamed about
with nis high hat swathed in red ealico, blowing
a tin trumpet about a foot long. This bandage
of red about a high hat was a favorite expres-
sion of Harrison jubilation. Another sort of
Harrison head-gear was a bright red soft bat,
somethiog like & tennis hat, with “544" painted
in white on the side of the crown. These are
called Harrison hats, and all the hat stores are
booming toam. One idiot, in a nice cottage on
Pennsylvania streer, bas *“Harrison, 544."
daubed in paint on the front of his housa
When he recovers he wiil have to hire a painter
to makea his house presentable again.

A Dbig clothing bouse displays in its window
what is labelled, and what from its looks ma
very well be, “The Harrison Banner of 1840." Is
is avout two feet square, of dingy white cloth,
with a gold spread-eagie embroi on it a
seroll above, bearing the wreath “E plaribus
unum,” and one below the word **Ugion.”

—i—
Ought to Have Been There.

General Harrison: The dispatches
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Yom! Yum! Youo old rascal .
W. Teovnsem,

i
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Written for the Sunday Journal,
July,
A wild March wind, an April sky,

May blossoms then, June meloly,
A cloud of dust and then—July.

So fickla rolls the changing vear
In various moods to chill or eheer,
With seed-time cold or barvest sere.

Through twelve brief changes, swift and soon,
The waxiog aud the waning moon

Have told the seasons up to noon—
Midsummer noon, so hot and still

The noisy erickets ceasa to shrill

And silent doze beneath the sill.

So rare the ealm. so thin and clear,
That dreamily we almost hear

The buzzard's shadow cleave the air;
While to the drowsy ear is borna
The erinkling of the leaves that turn
The silken tassels into corn.

The nooning mowars idiy grasp
Their steel biades with a sudden rasp
- That stings the silence like an asp,
And swung by brown arms, long and lithe,
Peneath the swift, encireling serthe
The squadrons of the meadows writhe,

Behind the reapers inthe wheat
In rosy glee the gleaners' feet
'l‘riP to the sickle's rhythmic beat.
Ho! reaper, haste; the field is white,
The harvest waits thy sickle bright,
While noon speeds onward into night.
~Ldwin 8, Hopkins,
———e
Written for the Sunday Journal.
Love in Jane,
Oh! Bright is the morning with roses of June,
With singing of catbirds and whistling of quail,
With tinkling of streams and the musical eroon
Of doves on the sweep of the odorous gale!

And see! My beloved, this morning 1n June,
Walks out through the meadows with daisies ablow;
They bend to her skirts and they kiss at ber shoon,
And, aye, for a kiss I would bend me as low!

The grasses and daisies of redolent June

Can kiss her, and may be get kiss in return;
Oh, that my beloved would grant me tha boon
The sweets of her lips by the tasting to learn’

My darling, the roses and daisies of June
Are lovely, and sweet is the song of the stream,

The birds, aud the breeze, and the ring-dove's low
Butmn‘m the crown of the beautiful dream.

Lo, down through the leaf-laden arches of June
I come to the meadow, and, wilt thon be mine,
Then shall not the daisies, that kiss at thy shoon

~Their gold and their silver—my fortune outshine,
—Herman Rave,

JEFFERSONVILLE, IND.
G
Written for the Sunday Joarnal,
To-Morrow.

It matters not how heavy

May be the load of sorrow,
To-day is passing swiftly,

And golden shines to-morrow!

The heavy storm-cloud Jowers,
And eyes aud soul are dim,
But Ob, from beaven horrows

Thoe cloud its silver rim!

The bird from hidden eoverts
Still sings its glorions song,

The flowers their p2tals open
To echeer the passing throng.

Lift up the stricken. shrinking
Soul-saddened face of sorrow,
And with the glad bird s winging
Sing, “'Golden shines to-morrow!”
—E. 8, L. Thompson.
e
Afterward,
“Never,” he vowed it, “while life may last,
Can [ love again. 1 will die unwed.”

“And I, too, dear, since our dream is past,
I will live single," she sobbing said.

A storm of farewalle—of wild good-bres—

He roshed from the spot, like an outcast souml,
Bhe hid in & pillow her streaming eves,

And wept with ancuish beyond control.

Just five years afterward, they two met
At a vender's stand, in & noisy street;
He saw the smile he could ne'or forget,
And sha the eyes that were more Lthan sweet.

" s » § *“How well you look'”
“Ob, Kate!” “Ob, Harryt™ § [[Go% well you look’

“I stopped,” he said, “just to get a toy
For my little girl.” *I wanted a book,"
She softly said, “'for my little boy.”
—Madeline 8, Bridges, in Puck,
-
To Abraham Lineoln,

GETTYSBURG, JULY, 18SR,

Shade of our greatest, O look down to-day:
Here for three suns thie awful battle roared,
And brother into brother plun his sword;
Here foe meets foe once more in dread array;

Yet, gh! not now to eonquer and to slay.

But to strike hands, and with sublime accord

.t.h.hrr’. ¥

_ turesque
with dressy toilets all summer.

m“riofﬂ'ﬁ

In lingerie nothing is better than pure
white linen, ornameated with ddirty hem-stitch-

New mittens in real lace have appeared, thoss
for evening wear both in black and white, and
also in pale fade tints to match the tolles

Mrs. James Brown Potter has a new olalm
fame as the first ultra-fashionable to
with a subdued bustle, but absolutely

one.

Your French dressmaker, in the for
things English, now votes the old whig
and bvufl,” sky bius and canary W more
stylish than the pompadour blue pisk _
Silk-surfaced eotton moirsie mads
?hmki{ts for tw;tori'niz;_;m wear, and though
eir hue mus t gown they sccom~
pany, it is caloulated “ehxt they 'iupl,hl
:Eemnlm i?:hl:n peveral times over in:
L] .o.nm Lo »
Round hats of Brusselévmet, point &'
tulle, and India silk muslin, are shirrel
various pretty and pic shajes to :
are

and paled
tan color.

It is said that the fashionable syomen in Paris
and London are aguin making graceful use of
very long Spanish scarfs, both in bleck '
white, A few have been seen upon
{oung ladies on the avenues and B

Tse is made of very handsome jaweled pins
antigue brooches in their adjustment.

Cow-bells of highly-polished brass—or,
In some cases, gold—about three inches N
and ornamented with engraving., are ussd
finish the girdle ends of some of the more :
Fifth-avenue promenaders. She who
springy step makes them tinkle a merry
but she o whom ill-fate gives & b

should let them severely slone, as
rvthmie clink-clank accentuates most

ably ber lack of grace,

Gathered English blonses, made
striped, or large polka-dotted cashiyre
French flannel, are made perfectly plain on the
shounlders for those who are inelined to be stous.
The neck has a wide turn-down ecollar, and the
sleaves are in bishop style, or but slightly
ered if the blouse is plain over the sho
There is a wide box-pleat in the center, this
briar-stitshed insilk, or simply machine-stitehed
in several rows. The deep cufls and collar ave
similarly finished.

The new bouillionne skirt, so much a favorite
for all thin stuffs, is made by ecu the
breadths some inches longer than the
tion skirt, which must be bordered with & i
inch ruffle, above which the skirt is sewed, then
drawn to the top and the extra len
out arcund the hips and at the back by a stisely
here ard there, while the frontd
graceful festoons, caught at the side wi
of ribbon or a soft sesh. To mateh thers
be a round bodice three-quarters high tied u:
the shounlders, with ribbons matching the skir
under which must be worn a {kh 18R te
chemisetts of silk or muslin, and the slesves
must ba full, reach a little below ths albow and
be tied in with ribbon just above it
————

A Taleuted Empresas.
Pall Mall Gazette, *

The widowed Empress Vietoris, of Germany,
is, as every one knows, a very talented woman.
Io addition to her other literary work, she is
credited by the Frankfarter Zeitang with
German translation of Mareo
on “State and Chureh,” which was pu
15281 without the name of the
interest in ecclesiastical questions
thoroughly libersl attitude toward
long been a matter of mno b
S Gormaa oliien. oo o

' a, upon
the librarian has written, “AM:
formation given by the publisher,
doubt that this transiation is the
Imperial Majesty Vietoria, Empress of
many.”

et
Fuattkamer as Bismarck's Ceusla.

Pall Mall Gazetta,

Herr Von Pattkamar is a full cousin of
Bismarck, and bas always been
mere ereature of the
he has boen Minister of the Interior
president of the Ministry. His previons
career was chiefly in provinclal

-

eool, and very becoming, and can Be
in ivory, or cream-white eoru, black,

'

¢

2

]

E

4

5
:

ifa'z
o

i
a8
f3§

§

':.-".

.




